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THE MARRIAGE CHAIN 


Limbo 
Wife around 35 
Husband around 40 
Other Man around 35 


Girl around 21 


Enter GIRL, a sign carrier a la beauties whose placards announce 
rounds at Las Vegas prizefights. She pretends by varous peeks 
and pretended shame to be naked behind it. (wearing cheerleader 
outfit.) Flips card which now reads 


THE CHAIN OF MATRIMONY, exits. 
Enter HUSBAND and WIFE carrying chain, which can be of any 
material but we must hear clanking noises. They traverse stage 
panting and sighing, then drop it loudly. 
WIFE 


Oh God I’m exhausted! I don’t care what they say: chronic 
fatigue syndrome is real. 


HUSBAND 
I know what you mean! Yuppie disease they, uh... 

WIFE 
They’re always trying to put you down. Especially if you’re 
allegedly a hysterical woman. Like we all are of course. 


Trivial beings locked into a trivial life. Oh! and just watch 
our tits bounce! We’re FUNNY. 
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HUSBAND 
Only 65% of women are hysterial and you really have to look at 
the motive. Exclusively really. There’s no such thing as a bad 
girl. 

WIFE 
Damn! 

HUSBAND 
Statistics, at any rate, lead us to start to examine the 
unexpected and quite extraordinary complexity of, well, 
literally everything. 

WIFE 
Create it, you mean. And how about hysterical men? 


HUSBAND 


Survey was only about... 


WIFE 
Oh God stop talking! Why is it that your talking makes 
everything worse? Hmph! My own talking too for that matter. 
Fog! Fuckin fog! Everywhere you look. It makes your body 
heavy! All that talk with no ideas. It used to be just 
on the TV. 

HUSBAND 


I don’t feel so bad. The latest research reveals that 
commercials kill erections. 


WIFE 
We’ve become TV. 
HUSBAND 
Well, one can’t always be live, at any rate. It’s too 


uncertain. But you’re just awfully down. And there’s always a 
reason. Why, the weather, for one. 


Enter GIRL bearing sign: DENIAL. Exits with a definite ass 
wiggle which HUSBAND gravitates towards. 


WIFE 


(nods in agreement) There are no seasons here anymore. Every 
day drips frigid gray, the color of undertaker’s gloves. 


HUSBAND 


(appreciation of girl) Mmmmnmn! 


WIFE 


I never heard anyone make that sort of sound about undertaker’s 
gloves. 


HUSBAND 


Uh. (still watching where she exited) Well...I’m not a 
doorstop. 


WIFE 

No, there can be some interesting ones. 
HUSBAND 

You can say that about anything. 
WIFE 


Almost. (stretching) God I’m all aches and pains. I’m getting 
worse than my mother. 


(GIRL enters with sign: DON’T!) 

Maybe I just need a change. Anything! We got this adult night 
school catalog today and they have a course in sketching?--and 
you don’t need any experience. (reading) "Dr Adinolfi will take 
you from a raw beginner to..." 


GIRL (singing) There’s no bullshit like school bullshit like no 
bullshit I know! (exits) 


HUSBAND examining links in chain, oiling some 
WIFE 


Maybe something like that will-- 


HUSBAND 


If you think so, Honey, but you’re already so tired from work, 
don’t you think? Uh... 


(GIRL enters and looks through a few signs; she exhorts him 
to finish) 


(visualizing it) fighting traffic, rain sometimes and snow and 
ice. Nutty drivers. Feel you’ll never get there...rain... 
wipers’ thump thump thump...mists looking like crazy things... 
monsters...scaring the living shit out of you! 
And coming home it’s even hairier! And who knows what kind of 
people you’1ll meet in that class. Phonies with accents, art 
with a capital Ass! Good Christ it’1l be disgusting! 
(GIRL finally finds sign and flaunts it: CONTROL! 
WIFE strolls away and Other Man enters. 
HUSBAND returns to his oiling as MAN walks slowly around her, 
appraising, comes closer with each circle; she reacts by 
fluttering as he obviously compliments. Now he is evidently 
making a request which she refuses modestly. He dances away and 
shows his muscles, etc, like a contestant at a bodybuidling 
competition. She laughs and then applauds demurely. 

GIRL 
Another asshole! There should be a quota. 

MAN 
Listen! I feel that I’m ordained to-- 

GIRL 
You minister or somethin’? 


WIFE 


(covering her ears) No! Really. My husband will be waiting 
for me. 


MAN 


What for? Why are you going to him and why is he waiting? No 
good reason for anything with you two. Just a cup of coffee? 


HUSBAND 
(Picking up chain.) Honey?! I’m getting awfully sleepy. 
GIRL 


A teddy bear or a wife. Choose now, men, or forever hold 
your little pee-pees. 


WIFE 

(going to him in a panic) Shouldn’t we eat? 
HUSBAND 

We did. That’s where we’re coming back from. 
WIFE 

Whaaa? Uh what did we eat? Where? 
HUSBAND 


I don’t remember. I never remember. But it always 
makes me fart. 


WIFE 


(picking up chain as he precedes her heading off.) That’s what 
makes a wife’s job even more difficult. 


HUSBAND 


(off) Dr Markley Carrouthers says in the Times to (cadenced) 
keep the valve open/when you’re in motion! 


WIFE 
Why do doctors say such disgusting things? Are you a doctor? 
HUSBAND 
I’m a husband. 
MAN feigns tremendous interest in the signs. GIRL appears very 
flattered. He touches her shoulder. 


GIRL Watch it, Buster! (Exits) 


MAN shrugs and starts wandering off. Blackout, and lights up 
instantly as couple enters with chain, peppier. They whip round 
MAN, with WIFE smiling and HUSBAND abstracted. On about the 
third go-round MAN catches hold of end of chain. 


HUSBAND realizes something has changed but MAN evades his 
backward gaze by hiding behind WIFE. 


Blackout. Lights very slowly up, grayish. They’re in winter 
coats. Enter GIRL, shivering, with original sign: THE CHAIN OF 
MATRIMONY. Flips it to: IS SO HEAVY 


WIFE 
(loud) It sometimes 

MAN 
takes three 

HUSBAND 
(shrugs) to carry it! 

GIRL 


(to audience) That there is a French, whatchacallit, proverb. 
MAN 

Did I hear my favorite word? 
HUSBAND 

Proverb? 
WIFE 

I wonder if he wonders that he thinks that he knows he knows. 
MAN 


Never so complicated. He knows and doesn’t--like the rest of 
us. We go through life that way. French or otherwise. 


HUSBAND 


Oh is that so? (menace) Then let’s really make thinggelemental, 
shall we? (throws down chain, faces MAN) 


7 


GIRL 
(a cheer) Ah hah! Let’s hear it for confrontation! 
Re-fuckin-bellion! Re-fuckin-bellion! Re-fuckin-bellion! 
Let’s see blood! 

WIFE 
Hooray for Hollywood! 

HUSBAND 
Are you going to watch the Super Bowl with me? 

MAN 
I’m so glad you asked. I’ve missed doing more things with you-- 
with men generally. Though I no longer wish to thump my tomtom 
in the woods. 


HUSBAND 


Too much woman, you can turn into one. Don’t get me wrong. 
They’re fine in their place. 


MAN 


I couldn’t agree more. And we know where that is. Hey? 
(Both women give them the finger.) 


HUSBAND 


Goodness will you look at that! And this is the woman who 
once baked me an apple pie dressed only in a shorty apron. 


MAN 
Wow! Nothing else? 


HUSBAND 


Deep dish. (GIRL helps WIFE out of coat) 
MAN 


Deep dish too. Jesus! 


HUSBAND 


Yup. (WIFE, back to men, pantomimes leaning over to oven, really 
st-retches; GIRL in a fury of soundless cheers. ) 


MAN 

(nodding to WIFE) God! What did you do? 
HUSBAND 

Well...the Eagles were on the one-foot line. 
MAN 

and they didn’t get in either. 
HUSBAND 

The moment passed. 
MAN 


So did the Eagles. Like most men I’ve always had confidence in 
my running game. 


MAN 
One foot line, hey? And, uh, just how did you...measure that? 

HUSBAND 
I had the tool of course. 

WIFE and GIRL 
Boys! (GIRL removes men’s coats, wipes their noses.) 

HUSBAND 
Just had to fold it in half. 
(The men embrace. ) 

MAN 
Let‘s just see how we measure up. 

WIFE 
I knew it! I knew it! All along! Out of the closet! 
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Well, in and out. 

WIFE 
Yeah? Well one of you spin the other around and let him have 
it! (large gestures) Ram it up there. Wham! Wham! Make his 
eyes water. Come on! Come on! Shit! Where’s the action? 
I’m ten times more man than both of you combined. Why if I had 
a prick, the fuckin equation’d be exponential! 

GIRL 


Let’s hear it for women who want men to hump each other! 
Yeah rah rah, admirable bitch! 


(a few beats--both men, apart now, are astounded. ) 


HUSBAND 
I think it’s the feminisn. 
MAN 
(yearning) Deep dish, huh? 
HUSBAND 
Absolutely. What do you give the woman who has everything? 
MAN 
Nothing. But it’s the way that you do it. 
HUSBAND 
I never learned. I thought that perhaps you could teach... 
MAN 
You never know. A little practice wouldn’t hurt. (nodding 
towards GIRL as the three pick up chain and rush around, both 
men encouraging girl. She finally grabs hold of chain and this 


makes the task very spirited for all of then.) 


Blackout. They drop chain. Lights up slowly. 
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WIFE 


How dare you bring this whore into this house. (GIRL curtseys.) 


HUSBAND 
But what is your precise definition? 
WIFE 
W-H-O-R-E 
MAN 
Spelling ruins friendships. 
GIRL 
(to WIFE) Hey! Look who’s talkin’. You’re the whatchacallit 
MAN 
Pot 
GIRL 
calling the whatchacallit 
WIFE 
Oh stop! I’ve all my life cooperated with insanity, but 
Ignorance with ass and breasts! You’re why we can’t get 
anywhere as a species! 
HUSBAND 
Honey! Unfair! That’s putting so much on her! One so young! 
MAN 
And by "species" do you mean women, or mankind generally? 
GIRL 
Right! Whatever. Give me a break. 
HUSBAND 


Besides, I had to bring someone here. Someone had to come in 
here to see how crazy everything was. 
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WIFE 
Well, that’s about as valid as anything else you’ve ever said. 
GIRL 
What do I smell? 
HUSBAND 


Celestial Seasons Deoderant. It’s new. I keep trying and trying 
to be a man in the present context. 


MAN 
When you’re profoundly into herbs, any relationship is shot 
anyway. So, don’t bother with the old. We’re building 
something new here! 

GIRL 
Yeah? Well, I’m bored. Shaking my butt around for what? 
I’m almost glad you called me a whore in a way. Sparks 
things up. But I’m not. I mean, I only use your husband ina 
very special way. It’s more like art, really. 

MAN 
Where do I sign up for an apprenticeship? 

GIRL 


You don’t. Ever. I always like to have a designated asshole 
waiting around. 


MAN 
Someday. 
GIRL 


Nope. It’s the one principle I got. Longer you stay, 
worse it gets. 


MAN 


But it’s a play. We must explore all the variations. 
The audience expects it! 


HUSBAND 


I like permutations as a word. 
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WIFE 
But how about my complaint? 
GIRL 


Aaaaugh you’re taking too much fuckin time. How ‘bout some 
cheese with that whine? 


HUSBAND 
By its very nature, whining is protracted compared to other 
activities. Grenslow and Mackelprizer in their landmark cross- 
gender study found... 

WIFE 
(to HUSBAND) Stop boring and get cracking! Are you going to 
stand here and let her talk to me that way? (to MAN) and you? 
Both involved with me biblically? One sacramentally? 

GIRL 
(to HUSBAND) She for prayer in the schools? 

HUSBAND 
We never discussed it. 

MAN 
Well I think if we all stick to the task at hand, things’1l be 
less draining for both of you, and you can schedule a little 
current events seminar from time to time. 

WIFE 
(hurt) Well I don’t think I’m up to trying anymore. 

MAN 
Ah love let us be true to one another! Know that one? 

WIFE 
Yeah, it’s from literature or some other asshole enterprise. 


HUSBAND 


I model my life on great statements in poetry and prose. 


is 


WIFE 


Might as well get right on with your suicide then. 


MAN 


Sign up for Kevorkian’s waiting list. 


GIRL 

(musing) There’s...I don’t know...too many. Of us I mean. 
WIFE 

Slut! 
MAN 


Now we’ve all been sluts. That shouldn’t keep us from getting 
along. 


GIRL 


And I wanted to be her real close friend, give her a chance when 
the professor here is played out. 


WIFE 
I’ve already have a friend, thank you. 

GIRL 
I can wait, Sweetie. 

MAN 
Nope. We’re not Bach. I think we turned enough variations 
for the time being--and you’ve refused mine. Anyway, it all 
gets too predictable. Also, If you pile outrage on top of 
outrage, you force the religious right to yank their heads clear 
out of their asses: doing things to the atmosphere most 
violently strange. 


HUSBAND 


Oh, screw the funding anyway! You get trapped into hearings, 
and the senators jerk off under the table. 
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MAN 
I think he’s waking up. We must be doing something right. 
GIRL 
Yeah, that’s easy to say, but how about the, whatchacallit, 
French proverb we started with? It’s, like, suppose to be 
three people and we got four. 
HUSBAND 
Turn a triangle it’s still a triangle. Or two. 


MAN 


Anyway, fuck the Frogs! We’re Americans! Too much and right 
away! 


They pick up the chain and do a kind of conga, all repeating the 
mantra: 


ALL 
Too much and right away! etc. 
WIFE 


But you can’t say that about the French. They got too much 
culture and too much taste. 


MAN 


(indicating cast and audience too) None of us’d be here if we 
had taste. 


HUSBAND 
Logically, we’d have no country. 

WIFE 
But we do. 
Now each breaks away from the chain in turn, in a kind of 
challenge dance. (The others still carry it but the task 
becomes harder. ) 

GIRL 

(last to be carrying, drops chain, and gets really frenetic with 


her routine--then collapses) Whew! What’s left? 


iS 


MAN 
Only one refuge--or have we ever left it? 
Stiffens and picks up chain; rest follow suit. We hear Stars 
and Stripes Forever quite faintly, lights up brilliantly and 


they march, crisp and smart, as music swells to BIG. Mix in 
red and blue light, pulsing. 


At any abrupt point, light and sound cease. 
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